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"By Jove, 'tis like a boat! The Ship of State is
tossing about in a stormy sea! Let it dance the can-
can! Let it dance the cancan!"
They had drawn it towards a window, and in the
midst of hisses, they launched it out.
"Poor old chap!" said Hussonnet, as he saw the
effigy falling into the garden, where it was speedily
picked up in order to be afterwards carried to the
Bastille and burned.
Then a frantic joy burst forth, as if, instead of the
throne, a future of boundless happiness had appeared;
and the people, less through a spirit of vindictiveness
than to assert their right of possession, broke or tore
the glasses, the curtains, the lustres, the tapers, the
tables, the chairs, the stools, the entire furniture, in-
cluding the very albums and engravings, and the cor-
bels of the tapestry. Since they had triumphed, they
must needs amuse themselves! The common herd
ironically wrapped themselves up in laces and cash-
nieres. Gold fringes were rolled round the sleeves of
blouses. Hats with ostriches' feathers adorned black-
smiths' heads, and ribbons of the Legion of Honour
supplied waistbands for prostitutes. Each person
satisfied his or her caprice; some danced, others
drank. In the queen's apartment a woman gave a
gloss to her hair with pomatum. Behind a folding-
screen two lovers were playing cards. Hussonnet
pointed out to Frederick an individual who was
smoking a dirty pipe with his elbows resting on a
balcony; and the popular frenzy redoubled with a
continuous crash of broken porcelain and pieces of
crystal, which, as they rebounded, made sounds
resembling those produced by the plates of musical
glasses.